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My Toes Are Over The Line 
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"Come on, James, | won't leave until you tell me why you're hiding away." 


James sighed deeply into the pillow he had his face in, then turned away from the bright light shining through 


the door. Lars only saw his unbrushed hair peaking out of the mound of comforters covering him. 


"I know you're depressed, but at least try to get up. Your hair looks disgusting and it smells like a teenage boy 
in here," Lars whispered as he walked with quiet feet to James's bed, sitting on the edge of it and leaning over 
to see his face. 


His eyes were red-rimmed and puffy, contrasting greatly with the now-faded royal blue of his irises. Not 
eating for days on end left his skin a sickly white color, barely the tanned shade it once was. His dishwater 
blond hair was greasy and fell in strands over his eyes, and he had grown a beard in the many hours of not 


taking care of himself. Lars noticed a few strands of his hair beginning to go gray, and he brushed them out 


of his face. 


A long bout of silence swept over them while James quietly wept and Lars rested his chin on his upper arm. 
"James." Lars started. James's eyes slowly came into his line of sight, and he swept his hair behind his ear. 


"Can you at least try to get up?" He asked. 


James slowly began to rise from the dent in his bed, first leaning on his elbows, then slouching over top of his 
lap. His head turned to the Dane beside him, before his lips parted. "Do you know how many fuckin’ times I've 
thought about getting out of bed just to get some pills from the bathroom cabinet to overdose on?" 


Lars let a quiet noise slip before he outstretched his arms to hug James. He was subsequently met with a 
resistant push from the man, signaling to him that he should be left alone. He stood, returned to the 
doorframe, then stared longingly at James, feeling almost like he was a distant figure. 


As he closed the door, he knew he needed to get all the medication out of the cabinets in the bathroom. 
Though noisy, he sweeped each full pill bottle into a bag and dug through the other cabinets to find others. 
Eventually, he drew the attention of Kirk and Jason who were gawking at the sight of the bag chock-full of 
pills. 


"Lars, buddy, are you alright?" Jason asked with concern. Lars nodded, then nodded his head in the direction of 
James's room. The two understood, then quietly left Lars to collect the rest of the pills. 


Once the cabinets were clear, he tied the top of the bag in a tight knot then tossed it into his closet, hiding it 


under clothes and towels. His mind was at ease, and he returned to the living room to watch TV. 


During the commercials, his eyes wandered and met with the knife block. He felt his heartbeat skyrocket and 
his anxiety get worse, and he bolted to the counter it rested on to count the knifes. 


Each compulsion got worse and worse and continued longer and longer throughout the day. Eventually, his 
exhaustion caught up to him and he decided to check on James one final time for the night. 


The moonlight from the room across the hall lit up the doorway’s silhouette and he crept slowly into the room 
like he did earlier in the day. James was fast asleep, this time facing the door, and he had a steady breath 
which put Lars to ease. 


He sat down again on the edge of the bed and ran his hand through his greasy hair, waking James up. For the 
first time in days, Lars saw a contagious smile grow on James's face. "Are you finally completely awake?" Lars 


asked. James nodded, and the exhausted Dane slipped under the covers beside him. 


"Why are you so tired this early?" James's croaking voice kept Lars awake. He shook his head to dismiss the 
question, then slipped his hands under the pillow he shared. 


"Compulsions. I've been cleaning and checking things all day to." Lars suddenly cut himself off. The small 


remainders of his grin were wiped off of his face and he closed his eyes. 


James grew weary. "To..?" He said, his tone serious. Lars kept shaking his head, and James kept asking until 


finally Lars let in. 


"Ive been checking everything in the house to make sure you wouldn't be able to hurt yourself or kill yourself 
or something," he said quickly. After holding his breath, waiting for James's response, he let out a loud, short 
sigh and shielded his eyes. 


James never responded. Lars only felt him turn the other way, then listened to the soft snores once they 


returned. Eventually, Lars himself fell into a deep sleep, assured that James was safe again. 


When he woke in the morning, he felt something wet underneath his arm. He couldn't see much in the dark, and 


the lamps had been unplugged by James, so he felt around to figure out what it was. 


Lars felt around for several minutes before giving up and reaching over to wake James up. With an unguided 


hand, he rested his hand on James's forearm and was unnerved to feel that it was quickly becoming cold. 


He began to slide his hand inward, towards his wrist, only to feel a huge, vertical gash. His panic set in, along 
with his refusal to believe what happened, and he began to pat around James's body, first shaking him to get 
his attention, then reaching for his pulse. 


The pulse was weak, leading Lars to turn on the overhead light. He rushed back to the bed before he had fully 
processed what he was seeing. Blood covered his arm and the sheets where he was sleeping. His cheek was 
encrusted in dry blood from the pillow, and his eyes widened at the sight of the cuts. A loud shriek escaped 
his body once he had processed it all, getting the attention of Kirk and Jason 


"James? James, answer me, please!" He wailed. Kirk had already rushed in with Jason quick in pursuit. When 
Jason saw the blood, he had to run back out to avoid becoming sick. Kirk only stared in disbelief, hands shaking 


and jaw trembling. 


James's head slowly and weakly turned to face Lars with cold, dead eyes. A wide grin was plastered on his face 
and a few unsettling, decrepid chuckles came from his chest before the light within his eyes drained and his 
chest stopped rising. 


The room was silent for a few seconds, save for Kirk's breathing and Lars's panting, before a shrill, sorrowful 


howl came from Lars involuntarily. 


Kirk was awakend by the same shriek. He rapidly exited his room and slammed himself into Lars's door with a 


heavy shoulder, opening it instantaneously. It was another nightmare. 


Lars curled into a ball, knees to his chest, as Kirk walked forward to talk to him. His hand on his back made 
him jump breifly as Kirk tried to comfort him. "It's been three years, Lars," Kirk said softly into Lars's ear. 


"That won't change anything. | saw it. His blood was everywhere. | could have saved him." He rambled, clutching 


the tin of ashes tightly within his hands. 


There wasn't much else Kirk could do. He kept rubbing Lars's back, then gently rested his forehead against his 
shoulder. "It wasn't your fault, Lars. Never, ever think it was your fault," Kirk whispered to Lars in a soft 


voice, "You did the best you could." 


